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Author's Notes: 

| had such a lot of fun to write those fics! Now, I\'ll grab one of my basses to play \"Free Speech For The 
Dumb\". 

Just FOUR strings, of course! 


How To Cut Down A Bass Player To Size 


Rob is standing in one of their rehearsal rooms, furiously shredding his - simple Fender FOUR-string - bass to 
burn off his rage. 


He has played "Free Speech For The Dumb" thirty times in a row, when he noticed James standing with his 
back against the door. 


James holds the fucking SIX-string Ibanez bass by the neck, trying to NOT touching his precious guitarists 


body with such an evil thing out of hell. 


Rob groans and takes his fingers off the strings of the Fender. 
Then, he gets down his headphones. 


He breathes hard. 


Sweat is all over his body. 

"NOT AGAINI!" 

He tries to calm down, and manages to give a bright smile to James. 
"May | help you, James?" 

James stares at him, frowning. 

Then, he comes near, holding the demon's bass cautiously. 

The thing could, maybe, burn his guitarists fingers to ashes! 
"Rob, Rob, Rob! ... ROB!" 

He clicks his tongue. 

"You wanna stay in the band?" 

He pitifully smiles at Rob. 

Rob just groans, then, he throws his head to the nape of his neck. 


He clenches his fists. 


His blood pressure comes up, again. 
"Why, in hell, am | punished like THIS? What have | done to deserve this?" 


He deeply sighs and looks at James. 
He feels tired 


Deeply tired. 
Exhausted. 
"What are you trying to tell me, James? Make it a QUICK speech, please! | can't bear the suffering any longer.’ 


James clicks his tongue, again, and shakes his head in disgust, scanning Rob with blank looking blue eyes. 


Rob carefully watches James’ other hand. 
Maybe, there would appear a crucifix or a bottle of Holy water all of a sudden 


Or a wooden stake to kill the vampire in Rob. 


Maybe, a gun loaded with bullets of silver, too, to bring down a werewolf, to be sure to get the job done 
perfectly, 


"Rob, DUDE! .. | seriously have doubts about your mental sanity, dude." 


James' voice is silky. 
"But don't worry! Let me help you." 
Rob grits his teeth. 
"tl kill you!" he hissed in a low tone. 


James steps back, eyeing Rob cautiously. 


"Aaawww, Rob! Dude! Calm down! PLEASE!" 


James gives him a sweetish smile. 

Then, he gets a little bit more serious and business-like. 

"Well, there is a slight problem with Kirk .. And Lars, by the way." 
"Ah? It is?" 


"Yes. Kirk is sitting on the couch of my office like he is glued to it, crying his eyes out, while Lars runs up and 


down, cursing in languages I've never heard of." 


Rob deeply sighs. 


His exhaustion grows. 
‘I'm REALLY, REALLY sorry, James, to hear that. Really. But ..” 
"And you KNOW how difficult it is to stop Kirk when he has decided to cry out his eyes." 


"GAG HM!" 


Rob gets furious. 
It is against his nature to get furious because he always is a very, very friendly guy. Usually. 


"And gag Lars, too!" 
He sneers. 

"Then, kill the both fuckers! Make it look like an accident 

He roughly grabs the six-string bass from James’ hand. 

"And gimme the bass!" 

James gives him an alarmed look, then, he quickly glances at the door. 


Rob is sure that James is sorry he hasn't thought about bringing two or three bodyguards to protect his 


precious guitarist's life. 


"So, | assume that Kirk tried to play some of his solos on this GUITAR, right?" he hisses. 
‘tm REALLY sorry I've missed the fun" 


James blue eyes get a hurt look. 


"l'm BITTERLY disappointed, dude! Why have you stringed a guitar with bass strings, and then gave her to Kirk 
to make him all dizzy? I'm SO disappointed!" 


Robs thinks about exploding on the spot: 


That would be the best way to end his suffering. 


Then, he turns down this idea. 
He quickly turns around, so that James just could see his back. 
CLICK. CLICK. CLICK. CLICK. 


Rob throws away the pincers. 
He turns back to face James, smiling brightly. 


"I REALLY don't know why you fuckers .. eh, YOU GUYS have a problem with this bass, dude." 
He holds out the bass to James. 


"See? There are four strings. FOUR! Not five, not six. FOUR! It is a bass with FOUR strings!" 


He gives James a very, very sweetish smile, again 


"I think, we should talk to Kirk about his pretty SERIOUS counting deficit problem." 
He pauses, clicking his tongue. 


"But we have to do it very carefully if we don't wanna make him cry out his eyes, again!" 


